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In the morning, and showing signs of excitement, he told
me that the moment was at hand. Nothing was said about
going to the mountains. The plot was about to be unravelled.
I would soon know everything. I dressed hurriedly and
followed the stranger to a near-by room. There I waited until
eleven fifty-five a.m., when I was notified to be in readiness.
At twelve o'clock sharp I received a second order, this time
shorter and more imperative, 'We must go!'
"Escorted by a detachment of armed motor-cycles, I was
taken to the aerodrome. The automobile travelled at full
speed, only slowing up at designated places, where emissaries
sent ahead to spy out the land reported to us with rapid
gestures that the road was clear. I saw my aeroplane in the
middle of the field, ready for the take-off.
" 'Are the tanks full?' I asked.
" "Everything Is in readiness/ answered a mechanic.
" 'And the passenger?*
" 'There he is.' "
On the near-by shore a tugboat tossed about on the water,
and Its passengers were carried ashore on the shoulders of
the sailors. One of them, more determined than the others^
walked ahead, approached the pilot, and stretching out his
hand, said to him, "I am General Franco."
The motors began to roar. The general bade farewell, one
by one, to those who surrounded him. Their eyes gleamed
with hope, and they were pale with emotion. The general^
serene, repeated his counsels. With him embarked the
military aviator Villalobos and his adjutant Franco Salgado,
The aeroplane sped down the runway and was soon In the
air. It disappeared in the distant blue of the sky. It was
exactly two-ten p.m., July 18, 1936, a moment memorable
In Spanish history.
After a short stop In Agadlr, the plane continued on to
Casablanca, where It landed at nine-thirty p jn. There Bolin